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The Wolf U nderneath  Me
by Aaron Worley
I decided to stay in Why on a whim. The only 
reason to reside in such a blip seemed to be the 
name. A collection of a couple dozen brittle and 
burnt adobe houses lay twenty-eight miles north 
of the Arizona-Mexico border, and its only service 
was a gas station where state highway 85 connected 
with 86. Anyone traveling to the Organ Pipe Cac­
tus National Monument had to pass through, but 
traffic was m inim al. Stuck between Ajo and 
Schuchuli. That was Why.
Officially, Why had no places for rent, but when 
I asked about getting a place, Los, the daytime 
manager at the Phillips 66, mentioned the top halt 
of the wolf house.
“W hat’s the wolf house?” I inquired.
“The only two-story duplex in town,” Los be­
gan. “Nobody lives in the top half. Folks don’t care 
for the wolf.”
“W ho’s the wolf?” I asked, picturing a burnt- 
out biker who had left his best days on the road 
decades ago.
“The wolf’s not a who, he’s a what. A few years 
ago, the hairy beast clawed a hole in the bottom of 
the door and has lived there ever since,” he said 
wiping the counter with a stained wet rag. Los gave 
me a long look, eyeing my garage sale T-shirt and 
blue jeans. “I ain’t got nothing against the animal, 
but I never really concern myself with stuff like 
that. As long as you leave it alone, you should have 
no trouble. Cheap place, too. Two hundred bucks, 
I think. Talk to Cabezo. He owns the place. He'll 
set you up real good.”
“A wolf? Like a real wolf?” I asked, stunned 
by his nonchalant attitude.
“As real as they come. I wouldn't make a big 
deal about it. I hear the thing hardly comes out, 
except late at night.”
Los gave me the fattest grin I’d ever seen, but I 
still ended up calling Cabezo. 1 needed a hiding 
place, and a do-nothing town like Why tit the bill.
Cabezo met me at the duplex. He reminded me 
of the yolk of a hardboiled egg. Thick, unappeal­
ing, moldy yellow, cooked. And a straw cowboy 
hat for character. The duplex struggled to stay up­
right with faded crumbling adobe, and the third 
stair going up to the second story was missing. 
Claw marks decorated the doors, the insides, a 
sunken mattress, a bathroom, stove, sink, and TV. 
Everything had a slashed appearance.
Cabezo acted like none of the marks existed, 
and he didn’t ask for references, a deposit, or a 
lease.
“Forty bucks a week. Pay on Monday. You 
don’t pay on Monday, you leave.” That was the 
deal, and we didn’t even shake on it. I just placed a 
twenty and two tens in his hand, and he gave me a 
key with no key ring.
As he turned to walk away, I built up the cour­
age to ask the question. “What about the wolf?”
He stopped, put the money in his pocket and 
ran his hands over his rub-worn jeans. “What about 
him?”
I didn’t know what about him. I didn't know 
anything. “Is it safe to live here?”
Cabezo smiled wider than Los did. “Oh sure. 
Why wouldn’t it be? See you next Monday.”
“What if I need you for something?”
“Then we' II take care of it on Monday,” Cabezo 
said and was gone before I could think of another 
question he wouldn't really answer.
I didn't see the wolf during the first three weeks 
at the duplex, but aside from the occasional trips 
to Ajo for food and beer, I didn’t see much of any­
thing. It was late May, and the days already reached 
up into the high 90s in southwestern Arizona. Hid­
ing weather.
My time was spent sweating, swearing, and 
sleeping. Trying to flush my existence away along 
with my urine. The reasons for my gloom were
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traditional if not cliche. Bad sex, bad jobs, bad as­
pirations, bad sins. If it wasn’t one, it was the other. 
If it wasn’t any of them, it was nothing, and noth­
ing was worse than all the problems put together. I 
realized I had trapped myself in bad routines and 
began to drive. City to town, village to borough, 
hellhole to shit heap. Every place advertised some­
thing and delivered nothing. By the time I reached 
Why, it was obvious that the desert dot didn’t offer 
a thing, but at least I knew it.
I occasionally heard rustling from downstairs, 
but nothing that sounded like a wolf. The hole in 
the downstairs front door was slashed open like 
Los said with claw marks and tracks littering the 
dirt. Other than that, I didn’t do much investigat­
ing. The wolf talk seemed like a hokey carnival 
midway attraction that lost its appeal long ago.
Sleeping half the day, hiding during the after­
noons, making an appearance outside at sunset. The 
routine I adapted was almost too easy. Invisibility 
wasn’t a power for super heroes. It just involved 
keeping atypical habits. Days went by out of sight. 
Nights went by in the dark. Cabezo came by on 
Mondays.
Forty dollars. For forty dollars a week, I bought 
solitude, isolation, and madness. The four walls 
kept my insanity from escaping, and I fed into the 
lingering pathos more with each passing week. I 
had less than eight hundred dollars left from my 
last job of selling kitchen knife sets that would in­
evitably break within a year. A legitimate con man. 
What was frightening was how good I was at sell­
ing junk. I had the knack of compelling consum­
ers to believe the lie.
Very few people actually needed new kitchen 
knives, but I made them assume they did. Looking 
them in the eye without flinching while slicing 
flimsy sharp metal through much weaker metal. 
That’s the only proof they wanted. I sold 546 sets 
of knives in the span of just a few months. 546 
lies, and not one complaint. Not one.
I hoped the Arizona heat would evaporate the 
worthlessness out of me, but at best, it just slowed
my thinking. I went hours without a thought, and 
when one came, it was too disgusting to dwell on 
for long. Why was doing me no good, but at least, 
I was doing no bad in it. It was my only comfort, 
but a comfort nonetheless.
I wasn’t ready for the wolf when I finally saw 
him, but then again, I had no idea how to prepare 
myself. On the upstairs porch, I had settled into a 
lawn chair I ’d found on the lot when the scratch­
ing and whining started. None of my business, I 
thought as I popped open a Dos Equis off the side 
of the rusting arm rail. As I shifted in the chair, 
one of the straps snapped, and the entire chair 
crumpled as the aluminum frame tried to hold my 
weight against the upstairs cement porch. The chair 
lost.
My mouth opened to scream a reflexive blas­
phemous curse but no words came out. Instead, a 
slender coyote bolted messily into my view from 
underneath, stopped, and turned around to look at 
me. It hobbled around on a gimpy front left paw 
and quivered with climactic fear. It took its gaze 
off me and concentrated on the room from which 
it came. Never looking in my direction again. Only 
at the wolf.
The first part of the wolf I noticed was his neck. 
He could have been mistaken for a German Shep­
herd or a desert husky if it wasn’t for his neck. 
Full, flexed and complete. It was bigger than his 
head.
Then came the walk. Each paw was purpose­
fully slow, letting the coyote know exactly where 
he was going. Almost but never dragging. Almost 
but never slouching. Almost but never ambiguous. 
He rounded the smaller beast. A five foot animal 
circling a three foot animal. Unfair, unsportsman­
like, natural. Upon the third pass, the coyote be­
gan to yelp and whine. Twisting and jerking its 
head as if it could twitch its way to a better place. 
It couldn’t.
Halfway around the fourth pass during an in­
tensely wretched moan from the coyote, the wolf
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leaped. His five feet of mass became seven. Ears 
pinned back and mouth opened to become a neck 
with teeth. The coyote opened its mouth in return, 
but it was in vain. Its eyes fixated on a final spot 
and froze. The neck of the wolf held up the little 
body while his teeth disappeared into the spine of 
the creature. After a few shakes to be certain, the 
wolf let go of the refuse as it tumbled to the dirt. 
The coyote died with its mouth open.
I didn’t mean to make a sound. I meant to be 
frozen just like in hide-and-go-seek. I dropped my 
beer.
The glass didn’t break, but the bottle chimed 
off key upon hitting the ground. The beer spilled 
out in a fizzled frenzy. Bubbling, buzzing and shak­
ing itself into an overspill. The liquid ran into a 
sunken section of the porch making a fresh beer 
puddle where no moisture had been for weeks. 
That’s when his gaze rose up to my position.
Brown eyes. Riotous brown eyes staring with 
control but unrestrained. I couldn’t look away, but 
I didn’t want to stare. The beast was smaller than 
me. At best, he was eighty pounds, but that neck, 
the eyes, those teeth. Stuck in my broken heap of a 
chair, I had less of a chance than the coyote did to 
escape.
The wolf’s head dipped a hint as he began to 
walk toward the stairs. He skipped the missing step 
as if there had never been one. He had been up­
stairs plenty.
It was too late to bolt for the door. Maybe if 1 
had run when the brown and white predator first 
caught sight of me, I could have gotten inside. But 
1 hadn’t. I didn’t. I sat there like a conscientious 
objector on a battlefield. An idiot in the wrong place 
proving nothing.
The wolf reached the top step and stalked 
around behind me, intentionally missing the beer 
puddle. I couldn't see him anymore, but I knew 
exactly where he was. The coarse pads pressing 
against the cement, the heavy breathing tumbling 
out in steady pants, and the eyes sticking to the 
back of my head. I heard his eyes.
I had the urge to twist and whine like the coy­
ote did for a moment, but just for a moment. A 
bizarre cockiness shot into my consciousness, and 
I didn’t care anymore. To hell with it, I screamed 
in my head. Why shouldn’t my life end in a town 
called Why? Who the hell rents a room with a wolf 
living underneath them? The story might even 
make the regional paper, or maybe Los would tell 
tourists about the latest victim at the wolf house. 
I’d be part of a legend, or at least a small town folk 
tale. People have left this world contributing less. 
1 anticipated the first snap with malevolent inten­
tions and leaned back.
But the bite never came. The wolf came back 
into view near the puddle of spilled beer, gave me 
a quick glance, and lapped up the little bit of the 
liquid that hadn't yet soaked through the cement.
This amused me, and I couldn't help but grin. 
I said one of those jokes. One of those crass, in­
sulting, funny to no one but myself jokes, and I 
said it out loud.
“You want a bowl to go with that wet pave­
ment?” I chuckled to myself for a second until the 
wolf looked up.
“No, but if you can keep the beer in the bottle, 
I’ll take one.”
For a minute, I sat like an invalid.
Did the wolf actually speak? Where did that 
grumble of an answer come from? I hadn’t lived 
in the heat that long.
I leaned over to the wolf that sat down next to 
me, and he actually looked like a guy w ho 'd just 
ordered a beer. Slacked, distant, waiting. I got up 
and went inside. 1 grabbed a Dos Equis and stared 
at the refrigerator. What the hell was I doing? 
Didn’t that neck with teeth just kill another ani­
mal? Isn't he just sitting outside my door? Noth­
ing made sense, or rather, not even nothing made 
sense. Given the circumstances, I did what I con­
sidered to be the most logical choice. 1 grabbed 
another beer.
Walking back outside, I caught a glimpse of 
the wolf as he peered off into the outskirts of an
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outskirt town. The mahogany coat streaked with 
white and gray patches gave it a distinguished and 
mature appearance. The fat bushy tail sat motion­
less. The wolf turned and looked at me. Distant 
from only a couple yards away.
My cocky mood swelled again, and I kicked 
the broken lawn chair to the side of the upstairs 
porch. I popped the tops of the beer on the rail and 
set one in front of the wolf. I hardly looked at him. 
I didn't want to see his reaction. Maybe he didn't 
say anything. Maybe this was all in my head. 
Maybe it didn’t matter what was the truth.
Squatting cross-legged, I peered down at the 
coyote. No teeth marks appeared on its neck, the 
coat was stained red underneath its front legs and 
its mouth forever open. It was as good a death pose 
as any.
I could hear the wolf drinking, but I didn't turn 
my head. I just stared at the corpse of his prey.
“What do you do when the devil gives you a 
free beer?”
The words came from next to me.
“I don't know,” I answered not looking over.
“You drink it. It’s a free beer. Who cares who
Photo by Joel Kendall
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gave it to you, no?"
A smirk crept up my face. I didn't want to 
smile, but the line merited a reaction. 1 looked over 
to meet his brown eyes and mouth of teeth panting 
rhythmically to resemble laughter.
“Yeah,” I snickered. “I guess so."
Silence and drinking controlled our conversa­
tion for the next few minutes.
“So what the hell just happened?” 1 asked, tired 
of listening to the unsaid words in my head.
“The nature of things.”
“That's it?” I asked turning to face him.
“That's it,” he answered staring at the coyote.
“There has to be more.”
“There is, but that’s what it all comes dowm to. 
She wanted my help, and that's the best 1 could do 
for her.”
“Her?”
“She was crazy for coming to me anyway," the 
wolf continued. “Go see the wolf in Why. He can 
help. A lot of good 1 do them."
“You killed her to help her?"
“It would appear so. I did the best for all in­
volved including me, but what's all this jabber for'1 
What’s your story?”
I didn’t know what say, but I didn't want to say 
that I didn't know what to say.
“Madness,” I blurted out.
The w olf’s head tilted as if I actually surprised 
him.
“You want my help?” he asked.
“No.”
“Then you're not that crazy, no?" the wolf said 
panting laughter. He stretched his back, pulling his 
head down between his front legs. “Come by some­
time. Pay you back for the beer."
The wolf strutted down the stairs and under­
neath my porch. 1 grabbed the empty bottles and 
went back to get a new one for myself. By the time 
I came back out, the coyote and the wolf were gone.
I didn’t visit the wolf right away. Every day, I 
woke up thinking I would stroll down to the door.
knock on it like a cordial neighbor, and exchange 
proper social pleasantries. I came close a few times, 
and even went so far as to stand in front of the 
battered front door. It was actually an interior closet 
door, but it had been forced to take on more re­
sponsibility than intended. Out of place like ev­
erything else, but it fit on the hinges.
The one thought that shriveled up my confi­
dence every time was that I wasn't stopping by to 
see a person. The wolf was an animal. A predator. 
A beast so dangerous that ranchers and home own­
ers had killed out most of the species. How does a 
person greet a wolf without a gun? Why would 
somebody visit a w'olf and expect him to talk back? 
What the hell was I contemplating?
When the last question popped into my head, I 
decided to ignore the wolf and go back to my soli­
tude. Of course, 1 never did stop thinking about 
the wolf. He was always there. When I woke up, 
he was under me. When I left town for groceries 
and beer, he was waiting when I returned. When I 
drifted off into a drunken sleep, he was in my 
dreams. When 1 woke up, he was under me. Back 
to where I was, and I hadn't gone very far.
Cabezo came by on the follow ing Monday. At 
least, it was Monday as far as 1 knew. Every week, 
it was the same routine. Cabezo would intention­
ally thump up the stairs and open the door without 
knocking. He had a backwards way of announc­
ing his presence.
“Forty dollars,” he said holding out his stubby 
burnt hand.
If I gave him the money, he would be gone 
before I could say anything. This time, 1 held on to 
my two twenties.
“I saw him this week,” I said with wide eyes 
and a twitching nod.
“Saw who?” he answered putting his hand 
down but keeping his eyes on the money.
“What do you mean ‘Saw who?’ Who do you 
think 1 saw?”
Cabezo shrugged his shoulders, looking bored 
with such a long conversation.
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“The wolf! I saw the wolf. Who do you think I
saw?”
“I don’t know,” he mumbled like the kid in the 
back comer of a classroom. “People see lots of 
things. Some see angels, some see devils, some 
see rattlesnakes, some see— ”
‘The wolf. I saw the wolf downstairs. You know? 
The wolf downstairs. That wolf? Ring a bell?”
“Oh sure,” he nodded unimpressed. “What 
about him?”
I wanted to grab his stocky dazed body and 
shake it like the quarter slots until I got a prize. 
Instead, I paced back and forth on an imaginary 
four foot line.
“What about him?” I gasped. “Exactly. That’s 
exactly right. What about him? Nothing! Right? 
There’s nothing about him, huh?”
Cabezo shrugged and nodded, eyeing the money.
“Fine,” I yelled. “Just forget it.”
I grabbed his hand and slapped the forty dol­
lars in it. I didn’t realize what I had done until he 
was thumping down the steps.
“Wait,” I yelled and stumbled my way outside. 
The sunlight blinded me as I lunged out for the 
first time that day. I couldn’t see Cabezo, but I heard 
him skip the missing step. When my vision re­
turned, Cabezo stood fifteen feet away from the 
duplex looking at me.
“He talked to me,” I said with as much control 
as I could control.
“Oh yeah?” he said almost interested.
“Yeah,” I said feeling I’d finally said something 
of importance.
“Okay,” he said flatly. “See you next Monday.”
Cabezo walked away into the sun, and I crawled 
back into my upstairs hole.
No one cared. No one cared about the wolf. 
No one cared about the guy who lived above the 
wolf.
Everyone had their own lives to exhaust. Credit 
card debts to expand, abusive relationships to com­
plain about but never sever, arrogance and self­
consciousness to constantly battle their interests. 
Everyone had their own wolf stories to fill the 
lulls of conversations.
Even Cabezo cared more about his forty 
dollar pay off, and I ran out of reasons to avoid 
a downstairs visit.
Armed with a six pack of Dos Equis, I 
walked down and stared at the hole at the bot­
tom of the door. It was a two foot gap where the 
wolf had clawed and ripped an opening on the 
left side under the knob. I knocked hard on the 
tom frame, and rustling came from inside.
“It’s open,” the voice called from inside.
I pushed open the door to meet a stench I’d 
only faintly smelled from upstairs. It smelt of 
blood. Old blood. Dead blood. My body con­
vulsed as if it was going to vomit but relaxed 
after the initial waft.
The downstairs had no lights but I could tell 
it had the same dimensions as my place. The 
same cheap brown and orange carpet lay on the 
floor ripped up in several places.
I couldn’t see the wolf, but I knew he sat in 
the far comer. I squatted near the door to be close 
to the light.
“Brought me a gift?” he said from the oppo­
site end of the room. “I thought I still owed you.
“I felt like drinking with someone,” I said 
still trying to appear aloof. “I figured you’d be 
up for a beer or two.”
“That why you came?” he asked with a hint 
of skepticism. “You’ve been drinking just fine 
with yourself. You sure it’s not to talk to some­
one about the wolf?”
I suddenly realized he could easily hear the 
conversation I ’d had with Cabezo earlier. I 
slumped in pain, shedding off the casual stance 
I’d attempted.
“I just don’t understand,” I started. “I don’t 
understand any of this.”
“What do you want to know?”
What did I want to know? I wanted to know 
everything. Everything about everything. I
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wanted to have no questions. 1 wanted to know 
why it was all the way it was. and why it didn't 
matter.
“Where did you come from?" 1 blurted out. 
“Mexico."
“Why did you come here?”
“Because it’s not Mexico."
“How are you able to talk to me?
“By accident."
“That’s it?”
“There’s more to the story, but that s the main 
point.”
“Do you have a name'1"
“No. Don't need one.” the wolf said flatly with­
out interest. “Okay, my turn.
"Your tum for what?"
"You’re not the only one who gets to ask ques­
tions.”
It seemed like a reasonable request although 1 
hadn't considered that a wolf would wonder about 
things.
"Okay, ask away."
“Where did you come from ’ "
“All over"
“Whv did you come here "
“It’s not all over." I answered playing his game. 
“How are you able to talk to me '
I stopped the game with silence. I didn't know.
1 really didn't know the answer.
“Do you have a name? it asked realizing no 
answer was coming for the previous question.
A name. I had a name, but 1 hadn't used it in 
weeks. Cabezo never asked for my name. Only my 
money. 1 hadn't told anyone my name since com­
ing to Why. Why? I really didn t know why. 
“Storm." I said almost embarrassed.
“Storm ? That a funny name, no? Why are you 
called that ?"
“I was bom during a thunderstorm, so that s 
what my parents named me.
“Pretty heavy burden to carry on the name of 
just one day," it responded with a calm grultness. 
The wolf spoke English tine although his
words, at best, came out as a friendly snarl. If he 
wasn't speaking my language, I would have inter­
preted the tone as hostile, but everything he said 
had a harsh bite to it.
“Well, that was the day of my birth. That’s a 
pretty important day. To me."
The wolf panted its laughter. “Always making 
a big deal out of something small. What if it hadn't 
been raining when you were bom? Would your 
name be No Storm?”
“I don't think you understand." 1 snapped, feel­
ing a little defensive. “My kind like to remember 
the days of our past. Our special days.”
“Your kind, huh'1” he grunted. “You want to 
know about your kind?"
“I don't now.”
“Too late." he retorted and stood up pacing back 
and forth. “Give me one of those beers."
I walked outside into the sun and popped the 
two bottles open on the railing by the stairs. The 
wolf hid in the dark, but his eyes gave him away. I 
set the bottle in front of him and returned to my 
seat by the door.
“I see you." he began. “Even when you don't 
think anyone can. I see you. You sit in your prob­
lems. pretending things aren't your fault, blaming 
everyone else for your troubles. You drink your­
self to blindness and blame the alcohol for not be­
ing able to see. Nothing's your fault. It's some­
body else’s, no?"
"What about it?”
The wolf leaned over with the brown bottle 
between his paws coercing the liquid into his 
mouth. “That's your kind. Always trying to blame 
other people, trying to fix other people's problems, 
trying not think about your own failings.”
"That’s easy for you to say. You're a wolf."
“Mexican Wolf,” he clarified
“Okay, a Mexican Wolf. You don't have to 
worry about the things my kind has to worry about. 
There are expectations, ambition, corruption, com­
petition."
“Lots of shun words, no? So what do you re­
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ally want?”
It was the question I ’d asked myself constantly 
since arriving in Why. It was why I ran away from 
the knives, and the whores, and the money. It was 
why I sat in the doorway of wolf’s half of a du­
plex.
“You want me to tell you, don’t you?” the wolf 
huffed.
“Do you know?”
“Of course. It’s not so hard when looking at it 
from the outside.”
“What, then? What do I really want?” I asked 
with a dose of skepticism.
“You want what you cannot see.”
The words hung on me like a dried sweat. The 
fortuneteller had summed me up with a vague open- 
ended remark.
“That’s it? That’s all you have to say?”
“I could say it a different way.”
“Then say it a different way,” I snapped back 
almost shouting.
“You don’t like the world. You don’t like your­
self in the world. Always thinking there’s some 
place to make sense of it all. Always disappointed 
when every new destination offers a new set of 
worries to replace the old ones. You want a dream. 
An existence that has never existed.”
My anger became overpowered by embarrass­
ment. 1 tried to hide inside myself. Throw up a wall. 
Shut out the words. But they came crashing on my 
head and drenched in my veins and arteries. The 
words were in me, and I couldn’t get them out.
“It hurts, no?” the wolf said after what seemed 
to be an hour. “You seem to be taking it better than 
the wolf rat.”
“Wolf rat?”
“Yeah, the wolf rat you saw me kill.”
“Oh, the coyote.”
“I call them wolf rats,” he explained. “Always 
wanting to be more than they are.”
“So what happened?”
“Came to me wanting help. She had been shot 
in the chest and was going to die. She knew about
the wolf in Why and stumbled in bleeding and cry­
ing. I said I would kill it quickly, but she didn’t 
want to accept it. Ran out with nowhere to go, but 
I did what I promised.”
“That’s cold.”
“But it was real,” he retorted. “Or was it?” 
“What do you mean? Of course, it was real. I 
saw it.”
“So you did. So you did.”
“Are you saying it wasn’t?”
“I’m not ever going to say that, and it will never 
matter,” he huffed. “Truth and lies aren’t impor­
tant. All that matters is if you believe.”
I sat quietly for a few moments. I hadn’t 
touched my beer. For the first time in weeks, I 
didn’t want to drink.
“You want to finish this?” I asked holding the 
Dos Equis out into the shadows.
“That depends,” the wolf grunted. “Do you 
need it?”
“No, go ahead. I’ve got to get going.”
“You have somewhere to go?”
“Yeah. I’ve got to go on.”
“It’s better than going off, no?” the w olf 
laughed as he walked over and bit the top of the 
bottle and guzzled the beer in three gulps down its 
massive neck.
Although I could hardly see him, I didn’t want 
to look at the wolf anymore. I didn’t want to be­
lieve in him anymore. I had to go, and he had to 
stay. There was nothing more to say, so I nodded 
to the wolf silently and crawled back upstairs. It 
was amazing how similar the two stories of the 
duplex were. Parallel.
In my half, I noticed the bottles everywhere. 
On the floor, in the sink, behind the toilet, on my 
sunken mattress. Had they always been there? I 
hadn’t realized there were so many.
I picked up a brown bottle and stared through 
the hole. Small dnps of liquid backwash dribbled 
at the bottom, but there was more. I saw the seven­
teen year old runaway girl I ’d given a lift to Day- 
ton just so I could get a quick poke. Although I
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made her smile during the ride, she was crying in 
the bottle. I heaved it at the comer of the wall, and 
the glass shattered into glittering jagged shards.
I picked up another bottle near the door. It had 
the face of a guy I 'd  conned into buying four sets 
of knives. He thought I was the most honest and 
up front salesmen he’d ever met. We smiled at each 
other when he bought the knives, but now he peered 
back at me in disappointment. The bottle busted 
into more pieces than the first I threw.
Every bottle had a face. Every face had a look. 
Every look had a purpose. The cook I swindled 
out of a meal, the friend I abandoned because he’d 
contracted AIDS from humping whatever he saw, 
girls who hated me and I loved, girls who loved 
me and I hated, my childhood minister, the kid I 
beat up in sixth grade to impress a bully, my mother, 
the bastard I let rape my sister, the man I strangled 
over a bathroom stall. Faces upon faces. Sins upon 
sins. Bottles upon bottles.
I kept heaving, and the bottles kept smashing. I 
couldn’t stop grabbing them. What face would be in 
the next one? How many people could I destroy?
“W ho’s in the next one?” I howled. “Who’s 
next? Who else has a problem? Who else wants a 
piece? Who else?”
I peered down to the bottom of every bottle, 
and they never depleted. Always another face, al­
ways another bottle. It would never stop. It could 
never stop. Until it finally did. I
I don’t know where the week went. For all I 
know, it may have never taken place at all, but I 
heard Cabezo stomping up the stairs. I lay on the 
ground when he came in. Gashes covered my body. 
Some had healed over, some bled slowly and qui­
etly. Glass shards flickered in waves across the 
room. A few pieces still stuck in my body, but they 
were only a few knives.
Cabezo stood in the doorway, and for the first 
time, he was utterly dumbfounded.
“Is it Monday again already?” I said casually 
pulling glass out of my arms.
Cabezo composed himself in the blink of an 
eye. “Forty dollars.”
I shook my head negatively. “Not this time.
I’m on my way.”
“You leave today then,” he said gruffly.
“You got it,” I agreed.
He turned around to leave, but he stayed where 
he was. “You okay?” he said with a hint of com­
passion.
“Good as new,” I mocked.
“What happened?”
What had happened? I didn’t think I'd  ever be 
able to explain it to him. Or anyone. Then, the an­
swer came.
“The wolf got me,” I said with a bloody grin.
“Yeah?” Cabezo sympathized. “You got to 
watch out for the wolf. He’ll sneak up on you.”
“I know,” I nodded. “I know.”
Cabezo walked through the shard-covered floor 
and stuck his hand out. I shook it. He turned around 
and left my life without my money in his hand.
Packing took three minutes. I could have left 
in three minutes anytime I wanted, but I hadn’t until 
now. Clothes stuffed in a duffel bag, bread and 
mustard pulled from the refrigerator, nothing else 
to be done. The shattered glass shimmered in the 
Arizona summer sun like fire burning up dirt.
I stumbled down the stairs trying to keep the rest 
of my blood inside of me, and I stopped by down­
stairs to check on the wolf. I stuck my head in the 
open door, adjusting my eyes to the darkness of the 
room. My eyes scanned the dim comers looking for 
any activity in the shadows. Nothing moved.
I thought about going inside or calling out to the 
wolf, but I didn’t. If it was still in there, it didn't want 
to be found. If it was gone, I didn't want to know.
I left Why not knowing where I was going. The 
cuts stung me from all over, and my head and body 
functioned poorly together with the loss of blood. 
Waking nightmares danced behind my eyes about all 
the demons I'd looked in the eye and smashed. But it 
didn’t matter. I was once again an existence existing.
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